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authoress. In the middle of this assemblage of critics, all de-
voted friends and enthusiastic admirers, the charming hostess,
with large blue eye gleaming with poetic fire, light waving
ringlets and heaving chest, in clear, musical, eloquent tones,
pregnant with faith in her work, read very tolerable verses to
ears predisposed to approve. It can not be wondered at that
these friends, though bearing the names of Victor Hugo, de
Lamartine, de Balzac, &c., should have proved but prejudiced
judges, and should have lacked the prudence, the foresight,
and severity that dispassionate critics and an unbiased public
would bring to the task. They forgot that Judith would not
always be presented to an audience of friends by an authoress
surrounded by all the prestige of love and admiration, reciting
with enthusiastic conviction her own verses, and who, carried
away by her own feelings, weeps herself and draws forth re-
sponsive tears from her audience. The consequence was, that
when these same approving friends found the real public cold,
unmoved, and unadmiring, rather than acknowledge their er-
ror, rather than retract the mistaken praise so prodigally and
injudiciously bestowed, they found it more convenient to shift
the blame on to the shoulders of Rachel. That the actress in
this ill-chosen part which she was called on to create was be-
low her own level, that she played coldly, without soul, heart,
understanding, conviction, or feeling, was true, but she had
sufficient reason for this; it may be added that she was yet
too young, too ignorant and inexperienced to " create" a char-
acter so unnatural; she could have recourse to no antecedents,
no traditions; she was deprived of that to which she was ac-
customed to look for support, that without which she really
could not aot—the rapturous enthusiasm, the expectant ad-
miration of the crowd. It is scarcely necessary to add that
the result was the downright and complete failure of the play
and the actress*	*
However unfortunate in the chief points of the tragedy,
Mademoiselle Eachel, in outward appearance, was a splendid
Judith. The good taste that had presided in the selection of
her costumes was worthy of all praise. The mourning dress
in the first act was chaste and severe. The costume of the
other acts was resplendent. The dress, of a pale rose color,

